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A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Wife. Good my husband. 
jiitf.DoA thou preuent me dill? 

Wife. Oh God ! 

Stabs at the childe in her arnes , & gets it from her . 
H^Hauc at his heart. 

Wife.Oh my dcare boy. 

//tf/Bratjthou fhalt not liue to fliame thy houfe. 
Wife.O h heauen. she is hurt and finks downe, 

Haf.hnd pcrifh,now be gone, 

Ther s whores enow, and want would make thee one. 

.VC A: ■ -in . V ?y 

Enter a lufiy feruant. 

Set, Ob. fir,what deeds arc thefc ? 
finf.fi afe flaue s tny vaflaile. 

Corn'd thou betweenc my fury to queftion me ? 

Ser. Were you the diuell,! would hold you fir. 
Huf. Hold me ? prefiimption, He vndo thee for it. 
^r.Sbloud, you haue vndone vs all fir. 

Huf. Tug at thy M after ? 

Jcr.Tug at a monftcr. 

Huf. Haue I no power,fhall my fiaue fetter me ? 
S^.Nay then thediuell wraftlesj am thrownc. 

Husband ouer comes him. 

Huf. Ohvillaine. nowIletugthce,nowIlctearc 
thee, fet quicke fpurs to my va{Tailc,bruizc him^tram- 
plehim;fo,I thinke thou wilt not follow me inhafte. 
My horfc (lands ready fadled, away, away. 

Now to my brat at nurfe,my fucking begger ; 

Fates, He not lcaue you one to trample one. 

The 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

The Mailer meetes him. 

^.How ift with you fir,mc-thinks you looke ofa 
diftrafted colour. 

HufiVIbo I Ms but your fancy , 
plcafe you walke in fir,and lie foone refolue you, 

I want one fmall part to make vp the fum. 

And then my brothcrfliall reft fatisfied. 

Mr. 1 (hall be glad to fee it,fir lie attend you. 
Exeunt. 

Ser. Ob ,1 am fcarfe able to heaue vp my felfe, 

He has fo bruizd me with his diuellifh waight, 

And torne my flc(h with his bloud-hafty fpur,. 

A man before ofeafie conftitution, 

Till now hels power fuppliedjto his foules wrong. 

Oh how damnation can make weake.men ftrong. 

Enter Matter and two feruant s. 

Sfr.Oh the moft pittious deed fir fincc you came. 
jtfr.Adcadly greeting ; hath he fumd vp thefd 
To fatisfie his brother ? hecre’s another. 

And by the bleeding infants, the dead mother. 

Wife. Oh, oh. [ 

yWr.Surgeons,Surgeons,fhe recouers life, 

One of his men all faint 'and bloiidied. 

i.SmFollow , our murderous Maftcr hastooke 

Horfe to kill his childe at nutfc,oh follow quickly. 

Mr. I am the rcadieft.it (hajl be my charge 
Toraifc thcTowne vpon hum 

Exit Master and ( eritants. 

i.$?r.Good fir follow him. 
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